CHAPTER III
"Sir down, child. You can't see any more," an acid
voice said.
The long platform had slid out of view, with the
single wildly waving figure among the casual dozen.
So long as I too stood and waved, the last slender thread
of contact that held my mother and me together was
unbroken. The voice snapped it. Even our parting
was ordered into the past now* Voices like that would
give me just such orders for years. I was helpless*in
the hands of the impersonal. I drew in my head from
the window and collapsed in my corner, my head in my
hands, in tears.
Opposite me in the carriage sat a black-clad official
female and the ginger-moustached detective. For them,
probably, it was an outing to escort me to the industrial
school For me it was a journey, not through space,
but through a timeless pain. I cried continuously and
hopelessly from the moment I was bade sit down, and
I knew that no one cared for my tears. Right up to
the final sobbing embrace on the foot-board I had clung
to the desperate faith that I was a special person, that
nothing so bad as this could go on happening to me.
That was torn away, and all that remained was an un-
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